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erect she went out of the room into the Sunday
freedom of the village.

Jussi was left alone in the living-room, feeling
much as he had done during his first weeks on
the farm. The pleasure of having passed Con-
firmation Class had gone for ever; an oppressive
sense of being still only a child filled his mind;
he wanted to be back at Nikkila. Twenty-one
. . . and only sixteen. How quickly all his good
times were over.

Jussi gave a start when the master opened the
door.

" Where's Manta gone? "

" I don't know."

" Very well, then you can go and tell the crofters
I shall want them here for the harvest." The
master reeled off a list of all the cottages in the
distant crofters5 corner Jussi was to visit. cc And
mind you behave/5 he added.

The spirit of Tuorila does not extend far
beyond the house. There was no trace of it on the
sandy road where Jussi was tramping as the
calm summer evening drew nigh. His feet
moved lightly, his lips sought to whistle a melody,
his mind nurtured an illusion of farm-hand free-
dom. He would have liked to sing out loud, but
the sharp-eyed light dwelling in the pine-tops kept
him quiet. Wait until the mist begins to rise from
the swamps and the night-bird croaks. . . .